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Muirland Willie. 

]pf ARKEN and I will tell you how 
M A Young muirland Willie came to woo 
tho he coiiM neither fay nor do • 

The truth I tell to you, 
But ay he cries, Whatever betide, 
Maggy ITe hae her to be my bride, 

' With a fal, dal, &c/ 

On his grey yad as he did ride, 
W ciurk and piftol by his fide, 
lie P; ick^d her on wV miekle pride, 

W% miekle nurih and glee, 
Out o'er yon mofs, ovt o'er yon muir, 
fm he came to her daddy's door. 

With a fal, dal, &c. 

Goodmaivquoth he, be ye within, 
l* m come your doughter's kve to wir^ 
I carena for making miekle din ; 

What anfwer rd' ve rne ? 

Now > woo-r, quoth he, wou'd ye Ii dit 
down, . ° 

gie you my doughter's love to win, 

With a fa), dai, 
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Now wooer, fin' ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye won, or in what town j 
I think my doughter winna gloom, 

On fie a lad as ye. 
The wooer he ftep'd into the houfe, 
And wow but he was wondrous croufe, 

With a fa!, dal, &c. 

I have three owfen in a pleugh, 
Twa gude ga'en yades, and gear enough, 
The place they ca 5 it Cadeneugh ; 

I feorn to tell a lie ; 
Be fides, I hae frae the great laird, 
A neat-pat, and a laug k ail-yard, 

With a'fai dal, &c. 

The maid put on her kirtle brown. 
She was the brawefi in a' the town j 
I wat on him (he didna gloom. 

Bur blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover lie ftended up in hafte, 
And grip'd her "hard about the wain:, 

With a fai, dal, &<b. 

To win your love, maid Frn come here, 
Vm vo\in^ and hae enough o* m&t ; 
lad for my fell you needna fear, 

Troth try me whan you like. 



4 



He took ail his bonnet, and fpat out his 
cho\v, 

He clighted his gab, and heprie'd her mou , 5 

.With a fal, dal, &c. 

The maiden blufh'd and bing'd fu law, 
She hadna will to fay him na, 
But to her daddy (he left it a* 

As they tvva cou'd agree. 
The lover he gae her the tither kifs, 
Syne ran to her daddy and teli'd him this. 

With a fal, dal, &c. 

Your doughter wad na fay me na. 
But to yourfell (he's left it a', 
As we cou'd 'gree between us twa ; 

Say, what'll ye gie me wi* her? 
Now, wooer, quo' he, I hae m meikle, 
But fic's I hae, ye's get a pickle, 

With a ial, dal, &c, 

A feiteft^ of corn I'll gie to thee, 
Three ioums of (beep, twa good milk kye, 
Ye's hae the wadding dinner free j 

Troth I dow do nae mair. 
Content, quo* he, a bargain be't, 
I'M far frae hame, mak hafte, let's do't, 

With a fal, dal, &c* 



The bridal day it came to pais, , 
Wi* mony a blythforne lad and lafs j 
But ficken a day there never was, 

Sic mirth was never ieen. 
This winfome couple ftraked hands, 
Meis John ty'd up the marriage-bands, 

With a fal, dai, &c. 

And our bride's maidens were na few, 
Wi* tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were bra' new, 

And blink it bonnilie. 
Their toys and mutches were fae clean. 
They glanced in our ladses een, 

With a fal, dal, &c. 

Sic hirdum, dirdum, and fic din, 
W? he o'er her, and Ihe o'er him ; 
The mirifwls they di4 never Hib/;i 
; WV miekle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay tney beck'r, 
And ay their wames together met, 

With a fal, dal, &c. 



Maggy Lauder. 

% V Wi' 6'ontiy Malory Lauder ? 
A piper met tier gaiin to Fife, 

^nd fpeir'a what was't rhey c«\l her 
Right fcornfully.. fhe anfwfrd him, 

Begone, you h;d!anihaker, 
Jog on your gate, you bladrferikatc, 

My name is Maggy Lauder, 

Maggy, quoth he, and by my bags, 
\\ I'm fidgiug fain to fee thee ; 
Sit down by me, my bonny bird, 

In troth I winna lleer thee ; 
lor I'm a piper to my trade, 

My name is Rob the Ranter, 
I he iafles loup as tiiey were daft 

When I blaw up jny chanter. 

riper, quoth Meg. hae you your bags,, 

Or is your drone in order; 
If you be Rob, I've heard of you, 

Live you upo ? the border ; 
The laffes a', baith far and near, 

Have heard ot R ob the Ranter ; 
I'll (hake my foot wi' right good will, 

Gif you'll blaw up your chanter* 



Then to his bags he flew wi' fpeorf, 

About the drone he t wi hod ; 
Meg up and wallop'd o'er the preen 

For brawly {he could frifk it.° 
Weel done, quoth he ; play up, quoth fhe, 

Weel bobVl, quoth Rob the Ranter, 
Tis worth my while to play indeed, 

When 1 hae lie a dancer. 

Weel hae you play'd your part, quoth Meg, 

Your cheeks are like the crimfon ; 
1 Here's nane in Scotland plays fae weel, 

Since we loft Flabby Simpfon. 
I've liv'd in Fife, baith maid and wife, 

Tiiefe ten years and a quarter ; 
Gin ye fhould come to Enfter fair, 

Speir ye for Maggy Lauder, 

As I walk' d by nvuelf, 

A S 1 waj k'd bymyfeif, 1 hid to myfelf, 
X !L And myjfelf iaid again to me, 
Look well to thyielf, take care of thyfelf, 
For nobody cares for thee. 

Then I anfwer'd to myieif, and fa'- to my- 
Wit'h file felf-fune repartee [felf, 

Look 00. to thy Mr, or »"" L £ <> thyfelf * 
lt's\che &W-Mn t^'fJ t0 me. 
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Sandy tier the Lee. 

WINNA marry ony man, but Sandy o'er the lee* 
^ I winna hae the dominee, for gude he canna bet 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Ssndy o'er the lee, 

For he's aye a killing, kiffiag-, kiffing, 
Aye a kiffing me, 

• 

I will not hae the rmfiiller, for all his godly looks, 
Nor yet will I tfe lawyer have, tot all his wylus 
c r ook s f 

I will net' have the ploughman l*d> nor yet will I the 

mffief i .. . , 

But 1 Mi I hae my Sandy-lac, without one penny 

filler. 

Tor he's aye a killing, &c. 

I will net hae the foldier lad, for he gangs to the war, 
J will not hae the faiior lad, becaufe he imehs o tar ) 
I W i!} not have the lord nor kird, for ah their nnckte 

But I lie my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the meir 

I Yui he's. aye a killing, &c, 



